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a glorious picture, it being easy to recognize the more important
constellations.   A large number of shooting stars were observed.
August i^th.   About 4.30 a.m. the rising sun paled the moon
and the stars, and the face of the rock became clearer, exposing
a not very cold, thoroughly happy and very wet crowd of absurdly
attired persons huddled on the face of the rock.   Bill then went
up the rock to see if there was any way over the top, but none
was found.   It was then decided to attempt the glacier face if
it was at all possible.   Accordingly the whole party was roped
into one string. Colonel leading at the end of a rope some twelve
yards ahead of the party, and a descent was slowly made over
the very hard, and, in places, steep ice face of the glacier below.
We passed over several small crevasses, reaching to the precipice
face, attempting then to bear to the left where it seemed possible
that a descent could be made across an ice face between two
crevasses, thus reaching a shale slope about 300 feet below.   If
this were not possible it was decided to return to the Col and
make our way back across the Cian down to Chatillon.    We
moved across a steep ice face for some sixty yards, and looking
round the edge of ice and rock discovered that any further
descent was quite impossible, or if not impossible, extremely
hazardous.   It was then decided to wend our way back again
up the ice and snow slope to the pass, again bitterly disappointed.
As we reached again our resting-place during the night, some-
thing approaching a miracle happened.   Two men were espied
groping amongst the tins and other remains of our night on the
rock face.   We hailed them ;  and quickly discovered that they
knew of a way down to Praraye over the rocks underneath which
we had spent the night.  They volunteered to show us this.  Two
large sacks on the rocks suggested that they might be smugglers,
and thus it proved to be, but none the less, most excellent gentle-
men.   The track, which no eye could discover, led round dizzy
heights and great yawning precipices.   At times they gave us a
hand past the more dangerous precipices.    The path wound
round in a northerly direction, and it soon became clear that the
pass which we had crossed was not the Col de Volcounera, but
a Col bearing no name, lying between the Chateau des Dames
and Monte Dragone.

When in sight of the Valpelline Gorge, about 3000 feet below,
our excellent guides left us to continue their own business,
frankly explaining that they were contrabandist^ as we had
surmised, and requesting us to make no mention of this in the